THOMAS RUMBOLD
being a stranger, he himself went with him to the justice,
who soon understood the matter, and granted his warrant.
The goldsmith procured a constable to go with him to the
tavern, or night-house, where Rumbold was apprehended;
but he found means some way or other to make his escape
out of the house, as did the rest by main force.
Rumbold was not, as men of his profession generally are,
very lavish with his money, for he had got above six hundred
pounds, which he put into a friend's hands, with a resolution
to improve it to the best advantage, without venturing his
neck any more by robbing; but his banker (which makes
good the old proverb, " To deceive the deceiver is no deceit ")
running off with his cash, he was forced to take to the ol d
trade of padding again, till he was like to have been taken
at a lodging in Golden Lane, at the end of Red Cross Street,
by Barbican, but by a very narrow escape getting free of his
pursuers, he still followed his wicked course of life, till he
was at last apprehended and sent to Newgate. Being after-
wards brought to his trial at the sessions-house in the Old
Bailey, he was condemned, and whilst under sentence of
death was particularly visited by one Mr Downs, formerly
a factor at Virginia and Maryland in America. Whilst
Rumbold was in the condemned hold he began to have
serious meditations of his former ill-spent life; and through
the great pains Mr Downs took with him in his melancholy
moments he entertained good thoughts about preparing
himself for his latter end, earnestly requiring him that he
would vouchsafe the favour of seeing him ride up Holborn
to make his last exit at Tyburn. Accordingly Mr Downs
granted his request, by not only standing in an ale-house
to see him go by, but also charitably calling out to him,
saying, " Dear friend Rumbold, I wish you a good journey,"
which he took so kindly at his hands that he went with a
great deal of joy to the gallows, saying that now he plainly
saw, to his great consolation, that his old acquaintance
would not forget him to the last. So he ended his wicked
life, aged about jfprty-six years, in 1689,
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